THE   GESTAPO   ON   MY   HEELS

We made the ascent to the hut, and there was a
romantic quality about that meeting six thousand feet
above sea-level.

The Black Front leaders of Bavaria and Wurtem-
berg, as well as our Austrian representative, all duly
made their appearance.

At midday the sun was beating straight down on the
hut and the little garden, where we spread our papers
on a big table and started earnestly discussing our
plans. Local leaders of our organization were con-
tinually being arrested. It was necessary to replace
them, to complete lists, to exchange pass-words. So
warm was the May sun that we wore nothing but
bathing-slips, and so absorbed were we in our work
that the approach of two Black Guards took us com-
pletely by surprise.

'Your identification papers, please/

My three companions leaned over the table and con-
cealed the documents spread on it with their naked
bodies. The Black Guards had only to lift a hand
and all our most precious secrets would have been
revealed.

I was the only one who could speak the Bavarian
dialect, and so it was I who answered.

eWhere do you expect us to keep our papers? Do
you take them about with you when you're in bathing
costume?*

One of the Black Guards made as if to attack me,
but the other restrained him.

'What are you doing here?3 he asked.
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